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great Eteonteus carved the meats. The pride of
so noble a function still shines upon the smooth
faces of our butlers and mc&tres d'hoteL We are
deep-rooted in the past. But I am not a hungry
man: I am only a small eater, and Angflique
Borniche, primitive woman that she is, makes that
too a grievance against me. She would think
far more of me had I the appetite of a son
of Atreus or a Bourbon."

Monsieur Bergeret had just reached this stage
in his reflections when Riquet got up from his
cushion and ran barking to the door.

This action was remarkable because it was un-
usual. Riquet never left his cushion until his
master rose from table. He had been barking
for some moments when old Angilique, putting
a bewildered face in at the door, announced that
<c those young ladies " had arrived.

Monsieur Bergeret understood her to allude
to his sister Zoe and his daughter Pauline, whom
he had not expected so soon. He knew that his
sister Zoe was brusque and sudden in her actions.
He rose from the table; but Riquet, at the sound
of footsteps, which were now heard in the passage
outside, uttered terrible cries of warning; his
aboriginal caution, unconquered by a liberal educa-
tion, leading him to believe that every stranger
must of necessity be an enemy. He scented a